AUCH Au ag 











=> 
#è 


ucho 


Written by 
EchoWing 
Illustrated by 
Madtincho 


The Breast Expansion Story Club 


San Francisco - Tucson - Buenos Aires - London 





A Touch of Magic 
All Rights Reserved © 2007 by EchoWink 
Illustrations by Madtincho 
Designed by NBK Estudio 
Edited by Prophet Tenebrae 


No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, 
graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by 
any information storage retrieval system, without express written permission from 

the publisher. 


The Breast Expansion Story Club 


For information address: 
BE Story Club 
P.O. Box 7361-101319 
San Francisco, CA 94120-7361 
www.bestoryclub.com 


Any resemblance to actual people and events is purely coincidental. 
This is a work of fiction. 


Published in the United States of America 


Touch of Magic 


(Disclaimer: All persons appearing within this story are entirely 
fictional. Any resemblance to real people, either living or dead, is entirely 
coincidental. The story itself, and all named organizations appearing within, 
are also works of fiction.) 


It had been a long and tiring day for Amelia Curtwood. It wasn’t the 
stress of her workplace; she was happy working as a secretary. It wasn’t 
any of her coworkers; they were good people and she enjoyed being with 
them. It was the fact that work had been piling up lately; with her company’s 
recent expansion and the hiring on of new workers, she and the rest of the 
people in accounting were working almost non-stop from the moment they 
came in until they left at night, occasionally putting in overtime. And that 
only added to the workload. 

As she exited the elevator into the parking garage, she exhaled in relief, 
glad that she was going home. It didn’t really matter that there was nothing 
waiting for her at her apartment except for furniture; right now, all she 
wanted was sleep. Besides, it wasn’t like some guy would call her up in 
the middle of the night. 

It had been the story of her life; Amelia was a brilliant student, and many 
of her peers liked her for her sense of humor. However, she had one distinct 
disadvantage; the complete lack of any sort of physical beauty below her 
neck. She had a very pretty face, with naturally high cheekbones, pretty 
blue eyes and lips that, while not as large as Angelina Jolie, were still 
attractive. Even with her pretty face and sparkling personality, however, 
she was turned aside for other girls; girls who were taller, who had curvy 
figures, who had nice breasts. As much as she was jealous of the other girls 
though, she refused to go in for any sort of augmentation; plastic surgery, 
aside from being expensive, was also repulsive to her. 

So she was stuck being the way she was. It wasn’t that bad, however; 
her salary was good, she had a working car, she had a nice apartment in a 
good part of town, and, while a little lonesome, she was happy with her lot 
in life. She was comfortable. 

Naturally, however, the world tends to frown upon comfort after a 
while. 

A light sound caught Amelia’s attention. She quickly looked about, and 
noticed that, two by two, the floodlights inside the garage were turning on, 
a characteristic “thwum” heralding their activation. 

“What's...?” She began to ask. 

Before she could finish, a deep voice called out over the PA system, 
“Permissum mutatio suscipio.” 

Suddenly, Amelia felt slight of breath, as if something had taken hold 





of her from within. A dull warmth spread over her body, making her feel flushed. 

“Procerus!” 

The warmth increased, filling her with a feeling of pleasure. As it washed over her, 
she felt her clothing grow constrictive; her dress became tight around the hips, her 
shoes tighter, her jacket slightly more constricting. Even her necklace, the only piece 
of jewelry which she allowed herself, started to feel smaller on her. 

The voice repeated the same word once, twice, thrice. Each time, the growth 
continued all over her body, causing her to grow taller bit by bit. Each time, her clothing 
became more and more constricting until finally... 

RRRIP! 

Her dress ripped around her hips, causing it to fall to her feet. 

GRICK! 

Her shoes, black leather, burst apart to reveal her bare feet. 

RRRIP! 

Her jacket ripped apart at the shoulders, falling to the ground and leaving her arms 
exposed. 

The warmth receded slightly and Amelia found she could move again. She stumbled 
towards her car, adjusting to her new equilibrium. She’d been five feet before all this 
had started; now she looked more like she was around six feet, maybe more. All that 
was left of her clothing were her panties and a blouse she wore with her skirt; both were 
normally loose but now were stretched to near the breaking point. 

Before she could think to retrieve her purse and car keys, the voice spoke out again, 
“Stabilis lacertosus!” 

The warmth returned, radiating through her body. As she watched in surprise, helped 
by her car’s side mirrors, she watched as the muscles in her arms and legs began to 
firm up. It only lasted a few short seconds, but once it was done, she almost missed it. 
She didn’t mind the results, however; she now had firm, toned muscles in her arms and 
legs, perhaps throughout her entire body. 

Despite her enjoyment of the changes, however, she couldn’t help but want this to 
end. Her assailant, however, seemed to have other plans. 

“Amplus puga pyga!” 

Once more a warmth radiated over her body, this time centered in her rear end. She 
could feel it growing, just as the rest of her had done. Mere seconds later, just as the 
feeling faded, the elastic in her panties gave out and the garment burst from her body. 
She gave out a small cry as it happened, barely more than a gasp but just enough to 
be audible. 

“Prolixus pelvis!” 

The warmth intensified as her hips grew out by about two inches, making her newly 
grown butt far more in proportion than before. 

Amelia started taking heavy breaths. She hated to admit it, but she was almost 
enjoying herself. If this continued any longer, she might just... 

“Prolixus umerus humerus!” 

The warmth grew again, this time in her shoulders. She could see them widening, 
matching her pelvic growth. The pleasure wasn’t quite as much but it still lingered. 


Finally, the voice cried out one last phrase a total of six times; “Amplus pectus!” 
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The warmth returned in full force, focused on her chest. As Amelia watched, her 
blouse continued to strain itself as she felt incredible heat in her chest. Her breasts, 
the near-flat things that they’d been since high school, were growing, and her nipples 
were pressing hard against the last remaining article of clothing she was adorned with. 
Slowly they grew past their original A-cup and then they were more than a handful, 
less than a minute her bra was struggling to contain her huge breasts... Amelia was 
half-afraid that it wouldn’t end. 

The rest of her, however, was enjoying it. Her nipples, always sensitive, were now 
pressed against soft cotton, constrained as her breasts grew large, firm, bouncy. This, 
coupled with the gradual buildup that had preceded the new sensory input, finally 
triggered it as her blouse burst; an orgasm. 

She screamed out in pleasure as her blouse ripped open, her breasts continuing to 
grow unimpeded all the way to an F-cup before they stopped. As the rush of pleasure 
subsided, she collapsed, breathing heavily as she went down. 

As heavy footfalls heralded the arrival of others in the parking garage who’d heard 
the cry of pleasure, the voice in the PA system finished, “Terminus mutatio.” 

Sergeant Candace Dawson was not in a good mood as she entered the parking garage, 
her short red hair brushing into her face. “I was almost out the door when this came in, 
Jim. Dave was making jambalaya tonight; you know how much I like jambalaya.” 

“T hear it all the time, ma’am,” her partner, Officer James Russell, replied. “Maybe 
this”1l be quick.” 

“Don’t count on it,” Dawson replied. 

As the two arrived at the scene, several emergency personnel were already present; 
other police officers as well as a few medics. Very few men were present, however, and 
the few that were had been marshaled off to serve as perimeter security. 

In a second, Dawson saw why; sitting on a makeshift bench, a long towel wrapped 
around her body to as to not expose her private areas, was a tall woman who Dawson 
couldn’t help but think of as Amazonian in stature. Despite her massive frame, however, 
she seemed almost fearful and nervous, stirring some sympathy in the cop despite her 
initial disgust. 

“Sergeant Dawson?” A familiar voice asked. 

Dawson smiled and turned to her friend. “You have to be so formal?” 

“We are on the job,” explained her friend, Susan Kline of the local EMTs. “And 
I’m glad you got here so quickly. Here’s the information on our victim.” She handed 
Dawson a folder, and quickly explained, “Amelia Curtwood; age 28. She works as a 
secretary in accounting here at GaleCorp. At about 6:25 PM, she left the office to go 
home, rode the elevator down here, and was about to get into her car. After that, this 
happened.” 

“She wasn’t always like that?” Officer Russell asked. 

“No, she wasn’t,” Kline explained. “And stop drooling.” 

Officer Russell brought a hand up to his mouth in surprise as Dawson asked, “Any 
witnesses?” 

“No. The few people left in the building heard the voice over the PA system, however, 
and some people here in the garage heard Curtwood scream out just before the voice 


stopped. They found her like that, called us in.” 
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“Thanks; tell me what you find out.” Dawson left Kline and walked 
slowly over to Amelia, Russell in tow. She extended a hand in greeting 
to the victim. “Miss Curtwood? I’m Sergeant Dawson; this is my partner, 
Officer Russell.” 

“It's nice to meet you,” Amelia answered in a meek, little voice. “I’m 
sorry I look like this.” 

“Tt’s not your fault,” Dawson noted. She caught a glimpse of her partner 
looking a bit too closely at the woman before them, and nudged him slightly. 
He returned his attention to his duties, and she continued, “Can you tell us 
what happened after you entered the garage?” 

“Well, I was walking to my car,” Amelia recalled. “Then the floodlights 
came on, and I started hearing that voice over the PA system. He said 
something in Latin, and I started feeling this strange warmth in my body. 
After that, he said more things in Latin, and I started changing. After seven 
phrases, I passed out. I woke up a couple minutes later.” 

“Did you recognize the voice on the PA system?” Dawson asked. 

Amelia shook her head. “No, sorry.” 

Dawson sighed, then took note of a nearby security camera. “Russell, 
go to the...” She noticed that her partner was once more stealing glimpses 
at the victim, and barked, “Jim!” As he returned his attention to her with a 
start, she ordered, “Security office, now. I want video footage from the last 
few days; if anyone...” 

Heavy footfalls and a loud, masculine voice declared, “Sergeant 
Dawson.” 

Dawson turned and came face to face with a tall man in a dark suit, 
graying hairs at his temples making him look to be roughly forty five. 
He was somewhat handsome, but his stern face made her slightly uneasy. 
Beside him was a similarly dressed man, slightly younger with a small 
moustache. 

“T’m Agent Knight, this is Agent Rook,” the tall man explained. “We*re 
with the Bureau. We’re making this case our priority.” 

Dawson gave him an irritated glance and said calmly, “This is my 
jurisdiction, Agent Knight. I’m fully within my...” 

“It's been taken out of your hands, Sergeant,” Knight replied firmly. 
“We’ve already spoken with Miss Curtwood’s employer, the CEO of 
GaleCorp, and have been given full allowance by her to operate as she 
sees fit. We’ve taken copies of the security logs and intend to investigate 
the matter ourselves.” 

“A crime was committed here,” Dawson protested. 

“Indeed it was, but it’s no longer your concern,” Knight stated, “Especially 
as Miss Curtwood is unharmed and, so far as we can tell, perfectly healthy. 
Her employer has seen fit to grant her a week’s leave with full pay to help 
her recover, should she desire it. Right now, however, all that’s left for you 
to do is escort her home.” 


“You don’t want her testimony?” Russell asked, distracted from Amelia 
by the two agents. 

“It won't be needed,” Agent Rook explained. “We’ve seen the security 
logs; they confirm her story. She’s free to go.” 

“We’ll handle things from here, Sergeant,” Knight declared. “There’s 
no further need for you. Go ahead and call it a day.” 

“Call it a day, he says,” Dawson declared. “If I had a nickel for every 
time some Fed asshole told me to stuff it, I could retire.” 

“At least you get to go home, right?” Russell was driving their car back 
to the station, having returned Miss Curtwood to her home. He was feeling 
more than uneasy about his partner’s current mood. “Besides, one less thing 
to worry about, right?” 

Dawson grumbled. “I don’t like having people tell me what I can and 
can’t do, Jim. It’s different when the chief gives me an order; he’s the boss, 
he’s supposed to do that. But hearing it from some Fed just...” She half- 
growled, and leaned back in her seat. “I'd still like to know how she grew. 
People don’t just go from five-foot wallflowers to walking Amazonian 
wet dreams for no apparent reason. Id also like to know why the Feds are 
involved.” 

“Well, maybe this isn’t the first time this has happened,” Russell 
suggested. “I mean, if a crime crosses state lines, they’re usually the ones 
called in.” 

“But that’d mean that this has happened before; you’d think one 
newspaper would know about it.” 

“Well, the government does have a tendency to cover things up.” 

Dawson turned to her partner and groaned. “Again with Roswell?” 

“Well, it makes sense to me.” 

Agent Knight sat down and dialed in a number on his phone. The line 
was answered. 

“Queen, this is Knight, Midwestern unit. He’s struck again; we found a 
victim here in Indianapolis in a parking garage. She’s fine; her boss called 
us in. We got lucky this time; paramedics got there quickly. She’s home 
resting.” 

A slight pause as he listened to his superior’s orders. 

“We’ll find him sir; out.” 

Knight hung up the line. He was here, and he would strike again; the 
true question was, when? 

It had happened exactly as he had hoped and the results met his 
expectations quite well. The operation had been a success, and just as in 
the old days, he had every right to be proud. 

He smiled as he remembered the old days, the beautiful results of his 
handiwork. Now he was doing it again, without incision, without scalpel, 
and without a way for anyone to prevent it like last time. Why couldn’t 
he take some minor pleasure out of his work? Did it hurt anyone? Did he 
really deserve to lose his license over... 





“Uncle Xander!” 

Xander Langdun emerged from his reverie as he turned towards the door of his 
hotel room. Quickly entering was his niece, Tiffany; not the brightest of girls, little 
more than some vapid date for an equally vapid model or actor but she was a sweet 
child and she’d helped him thus far. All she’d asked in return was something he was 
more than happy to bestow... 

“Uncle!” Tiffany looked at him with an expression of sheer joy on her face. “Did 
it go okay? Did it?” 

“Tt went marvelously darling.” Langdun closed his eyes and smiled. “I’ve created 
another work of art; a masterpiece. One more common girl has become a goddess 
among women.” 

“That is so neat!” Tiffany smiled again, then set about pulling out some recent 
purchases from her trip to the nearest mall. “Anyway, I went out and got some things 
for when you give me a little growth; everyone’s gonna be so jealous of me after that.” 
A thought crossed her mind; “Is this the last one, Uncle?” 

“The next to last,” Langdun promised. “After that, you shall get the full sampling 
of what I’ve promised you. After that... who knows?” 

“Well, can I get a little more?” Tiffany shrugged, and explained, “Ya know, just a 
little taste.” 

Langdun sighed in defeat; he knew full well that he couldn’t stop his niece when 
she acted like this. “Very well.” His hands took hold of a piece of parchment, and he 
read aloud, “Permissum mutatio suscipio.” 

A warm tingle raced through Tiffany’s body; she remembered it, enjoyed it. She 
cooed slightly, anticipating the change. 

“Amplus pectus!” 

The warmth built up in her chest, and Tiffany watched with a growing smile as her 
breasts, already previously boosted to a full B-cup, were now swelling out to a C-cup. 
The swelling stopped, and Tiffany gently rubbed her enlarged assets in pleasure, joy 
on her face from having a full bra. 

“Terminus mutatio.” 

The warmth faded, and Tiffany cooed, “Thank you soo much, Uncle! I have to see 
how these look in my new clothes!” 

Tiffany darted off with her bags, her constricted breasts bobbling slightly as she 
went to the bathroom. Langdun turned away, and silently examined a weather beaten 
photograph of the woman he had to thank for all this wondrous power. 

“Be ready, dear; you are about to become more than you ever thought you would 
be. 

Dawson rubbed her eyes, trying to relieve the strain she felt from having spent a 
long and uneventful hour online. If there had been other cases like the one she was 
dealing with, she wasn’t finding them. 

A warm hand laid itself upon her shoulder, and the familiar smell of her husband’s 
aftershave caught her nose. “You use way too much of that stuff, Dave.” 

“Better too much than too little.” Dave leaned in close, gently tickling at her earlobe 
with his lips. “What’s got you more interested in the Internet than me?” 


“You know that thing I told you about, with the girl turned into an Amazon?” 
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Dawson nodded to the screen. “I’m looking to see if there’s anything else 
like that out there.” 

“I doubt you’ ll find it with the New York Times.” He gently blew at 
the hairs on the back of her neck, causing her to stifle a laugh, and said, 
“C’mon Candace; just because you’re a little jealous doesn’t mean we can’t 
have some fun.” 

“If I don’t find anything on this site...” Dawson’s eyes opened wide. 
“Hello.” Her husband examined the article as she read aloud, “According to 
this, a schoolteacher in New Mexico, a prostitute in Colorado, and a librarian 
in Illinois have all undergone similar changes; not all of them gained height 
or muscle tone, but each of them somehow had their breasts grow.” 

“So someone’s going around making women’s boobs bigger?” Dave 
tilted his head to one side. “Being a heterosexual male, I’m not gonna 
complain. But how, or why?” 

“That's what Pd like to know.” Dawson caught sight of something. “Says 
here that the librarian died the same day; heart failure. Even with dental 
records, they weren’t entirely willing to let her family bury her.” 

“Why didn’t any of the other women end up dead?” 

“Says here she had a heart condition; coroner thought the stress of the 
change caused her heart to go out as a result. He didn’t have a clue how it 
happened, though.” 

Dave sighed. “Guess this means neither of us will be getting much sleep 
tonight.” 

Dawson smiled, and saved her search. “I wouldn’t say that.” 

“Yo, Knight,” came a call from a lit workstation. “We’ve got something 
on your new friend the cop; looks like she’s snooping into it.” 

Knight walked over to the station and the agent manning it, a skinny 
man with dyed black hair, piercings on his eyebrows and philtrum. 

“Sergeant Dawson didn’t seem like the type to let this go,” Knight 
reasoned. “Can you get a number for me Bishop?” 

“Number, address, bank statements, you name it.” The data came up on 
Bishop’s screen, and it was quickly printed out. “You gonna do it?” 

“Tt looks like it’s our only option right now.” Knight shook his head. “A 
shame, really; I prefer to get these things done quietly. But sometimes, you 
have to make a few addendums to the plan.” 

The next morning, Candace Dawson dressed; it was her day off, after 
a fashion. She never really relaxed; when she was off the clock, she was 
working out ideas...assuming that her husband hadn’t convinced her to say 
in bed. Unfortunately for her and him, he also worked, and thus, she was 
left to her own ends. 

His loss and hers, especially after last night. 

As she finished dressing herself in casual clothing and booted up her 
PC, her phone rang. With a shrug, she answered. 

“Hello?” 

“Sergeant Dawson, this is Agent Knight. I apologize if I’ve interrupted 


any of your activities.” 

“Is there something I could help you with, “Agent”?” she asked, 
remembering a few tidbits she’d discovered last night. 

“As a matter of fact, there is. In approximately five minutes, a black 
vehicle will pull up at your home; it will be my vehicle. I ask that you 
enter.” 

“Tf I refuse?” 

“Then you’ ll be left not knowing all the details for the rest of your life. 
However, if you come with me, you'll know a great deal more than you 
thought you’d learn.” 

“Fine, ‘Agent’. [II be waiting.” 

“Good.” Almost as an afterthought, he added, “Oh and please, don’t 
bring your sidearm. It won’t be needed.” 

Dawson stormed out of her home, locking the door behind her even as 
she fumed silently. The nerve of that pompous Knight, calling her like that. 
As soon as he showed up, he was getting a piece of her mind. 

Just as she put her keys away, a large black van pulled up in front of her 
home. A door opened and Agent Knight climbed out. 

“T was hoping you’d be prompt,” Knight noted. “Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome,” Dawson nearly growled. “I want to know what’s 
going on here, Knight.” 

Knight stopped her before she could continue. “We know who altered 
that woman yesterday evening. We know how he did it, and we know where 
he is as of yesterday evening. I thought you’d like a crack at helping us 
bring him in.” 

Dawson gave him an uneasy glance. “What’s in it for you?” 

“Another dangerous individual is off the streets and people are safe,” 
Knight explained. “That’s enough, isn’t it?” 

Dawson studied him for a moment, then sighed in defeat. “Fine; let 
me in.” 

Knight ushered her into the truck, and Dawson entered. She quickly 
found herself in a small back area, one side taken up with advanced 
computers and flat panel monitors, the other with small built-in desks 
and communications equipment. Working on the computers were a pair 
dressed similarly to Knight; one was pale and skinny with hair dyed black 
and piercings at several points on his face, the other bookish with short 
brown hair. In the back, cleaning a small gun, was another agent with a 
buzz cut. 

“Sergeant Dawson, this is Agent Bishop...” The pierced individual held 
up his fore and middle fingers and gave a stiff wave. “...Agent Castle...” 
The bookish one looked towards them and waved warmly with a small but 
nervous smile. “...and Agent Pawn.” The third gave a slight nod. “Bishop 
is our computer expert; he can hack into almost anything, monitor most 
system activity.” 

“You’re one of the smoothest operators with Google I’ve ever seen, but 























get Firefox, trust me,” Bishop suggested. 

Dawson cast her gaze to Castle as Knight continued, “Castle is our mythology expert; 
Babylon, Norse, Greek, Mayan, if they had gods, he’ II know their names, domains, and 
general history. He’ll even tell you if they have a comic or not.” 

“Small list really,” Castle admitted. “But it's a living.” 

“Pawn’s our arms master, makes certain that if it can kill us, we have a defense 
against it and a way to use it ourselves.” 

Pawn went back to cleaning his gun, leaving Dawson to turn to Knight and say, 
“This is the strangest team of Federal agents I’ve ever seen. Of course, you all aren't 
Federal agents.” 

“Told ya she’d check with the FBI about us,” Castle declared triumphantly. 

Dawson cast the hacker a heavy glance while Knight explained, “You're correct, 
Sergeant; we aren't with the Federal Bureau of Investigation. We answer to a different 
organization.” Dawson returned her attention to him, and he continued, “We’re a unit 
with the BPE, the Bureau of Paranormal Enforcement.” 

“Paranormal?” Dawson asked. “You mean aliens?” 

“Aliens, magic, Bigfoot, a few things here and there.” Knight noticed a look on 
Dawson’s face and said, “You don’t believe me.” 

“T believe in proof,” Dawson explained. 

Knight raised a hand and said, “Muto colo colui cultum ut puteulanus.” 

Suddenly, the deep green blouse that Dawson had been wearing, as well as the black 
slacks and walking shoes, turned medium blue. She looked up at him in disbelief. 

“For some odd reason, magic seems to work best only with old languages,” Knight 
explained. “Latin’s the easiest of them to learn, and even then it takes practice.” He then 
said, “Reverto ut Northmanni,” and the clothing shifted back to its normal colors. 

Recovering for a second, Dawson then asked, “So...Ï”m guessing the guy who did 
this was using magic?” 

“Correct, and as I said, we know who was playing Merlin.” Knight produced a pale 
yellow file folder and handed it to Dawson. She opened it as he continued, “His name 
is Xander Langdun; he’s a former plastic surgeon from Cincinnati Ohio. He had thirty 
five operations, all successful, before his license was revoked.” 

“Why revoked?” Dawson asked. 

“Guy was a perv.” She turned to Bishop as he elaborated, “He kept pictures of all the 
girls he did work on; they mostly came for boob jobs and leg extensions. The woman 
that was going to be number thirty six caught him jerking off after a consultation and 
he got busted for it.” 

“After that, he traveled the world for a bit before making his way to a monastery in 
North Africa.” Castle produced a small book from his desk and explained, “The friars 
there had come across an old book of spells, mostly related to altering physical objects. 
They discovered a long time ago that they could be used on specific parts of a person’s 
anatomy; if a guy ever had a problem being productive for his lady or a lady wasn’t 
quite up to snuff, they went to them.” 

“As did Langdun by accident,” Knight explained. “He learned their spells by heart 
and left. Since then, he’s been altering women in various ways, bringing them roughly 
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in line with how he left Miss Curtwood yesterday. Unfortunately, seven of 
the victims have died as a result of his actions.” 

“Died? How?” 

“There are specific ways to alter something magically,” Knight explained. 
“Inanimate objects like clothing just need a phrase or two. With living 
beings, however, you need a preparation spell; after that, you can perform 
whatever spells you need, then perform a finishing spell to make certain no 
one accidentally changes them after you’re done. Langdun did everything 
right, except that seven of the people he did it on had heart conditions 
and died as a result of the changes. We need to stop him before that gets 
worse.” 

“Nice to get a proper explanation,” Dawson noted. “You said you knew 
where he was.” 

“Since he returned to the States, he’s been staying with his niece, an 
heiress from California named Tiffany Lance.” Knight pointed out a list, 
then said, “They’ve been staying in various hotels; the one on the list is the 
most recent one, the Mariott downtown. We’re on our way now.” 

Dawson smiled. “I’m impressed; you guys work fast.” 

“Doesn’t pay to be stupid,” Knight admitted. 

“I personally do not enjoy being harassed, and neither do any of my 
guests,” a hotel manager declared as he led two people to a hotel room. 

“Sir, one of your guests is wanted for vandalism, theft, and interstate 
assault,” Dawson explained. “We have a warrant; let us in, or you’ll be 
interfering in our investigation. And the last time I checked, that was a 
crime with a hefty sentence.” 

The manager gave an aggravated sigh, but opened the door as they 
arrived. It swung open, and he explained, “As you can see, they are gone; 
both occupants left a few minutes ago, probably for lunch or something.” 

“Or something.” Agent Knight looked about the suite, noticing that it 
was fairly clean but a few things remained strewn about. “Have the maids 
been in yet?” 

“No,” the manager said. 

“Good; don’t let them in until we contact you and say otherwise.” 

Dawson looked about and noticed a small file folder nestled within the 
television cabinet. She pulled it out and opened it; within were several 
photocopies, all copied images of women prior to and following surgical 
procedures. “Looks like he was still keeping copies.” She noticed one last 
image of a woman, lacking an ‘after’ image. “And maybe a lead.” 

Knight looked over Dawson’s findings, then turned to the manager and 
said, “This is all we need; we’ Il contact you when you can allow guests into 


this suite in the future. In the meantime, let no one in here; this investigation 
is ongoing, and we may need to return at a later time. Understood.” 

“Fine,” the manager grumbled. 

“Looks like we hit the jackpot.” Bishop brought up several photographs 
on his computer screens and explained, “Each of these women in the 
photocopies were clients of the doctor’s. And each of the women that have 
been altered so far, all thirty five, have had a resemblance to the clients, 
albeit with far better results.” 

Dawson produced the last photocopy and said, “Then I’m guessing this 
was number thirty six?” 

Bishop nodded in assent. “And she’s a real gem.” 

A picture came up on one of his screens. Depicted was a woman, 
about five foot eight, with a face like a sad bulldog and an unimpressive 
physique. 

“Charlene Carter; she’s a political activist.” Bishop speed read the 
information on his screen and explained, “She”s been campaigning against 
pornographers and the like for years; she got really nasty after this mess 
happened.” 

“Can’t say I blame her,” Dawson noted. “Though if there’s ever a case 
for plastic surgery, it’s her.” 

“I think you could make a case for a lot of things with her as an example,” 
Knight quietly added. “More than likely she’s the next target. Any idea 
where she is?” 

“Good news and bad news on that one,” Bishop explained. “Good news 
is she’s in town to give a speech at the convention center; bad news is that 
if we know about it, Langdun probably does too.” 

“Send the address to Rook in the driver’s compartment,” Knight ordered. 
He turned to Castle and said, “Guns, now.” 

Dawson turned to him as Castle went about getting the armaments and 
said, “Wait a second; guns?” 

“Tranquilizer pistols.” Castle produced a pair of silver guns resembling 
Walther P-99s and a set of clips. Knight removed a small dart from one of 
the clips. “Langdun hasn’t purposely killed anyone, so lethal force isn’t 
authorized. These are powerful enough to knock a grown man unconscious 
for two hours; more than long enough to get him and anyone with him into 
lock-up.” 

“And then what?” Dawson asked. 

“Selective memory wipe; all his memories relating to these events will 
be wiped, and he’ll be free to go.” Knight looked at her and explained, “He 
won’t remember doing any of this, or any of the spells involved. No reason 








to keep him locked up for a crime he can’t remember.” 

Dawson gave him a firm glance, then picked up one of the pistols. “You 
know, that’s a punishment that I can live with.” 

For all of his faults, Ollie was a decent guy. A little overweight, a 
little lazy, but those were hardly terrible traits. He got along well with his 
coworkers, loved his family, didn’t try to cheat anyone... in short, he wasn’t 
perfect, but he didn’t cause trouble. 

One other nice thing was that he liked his job; being a security guard 
at a convention center wasn’t a bad by any stretch. Didn’t pay as much as 
he’d like, but that was forgivable. He got to meet interesting people, keep 
his eye on all the events that came through town...and the best part was, he 
got a free meal out of it every once in a while. 

A gentle knock sounded from the door to the security office, and Ollie 
got to his feet to answer it. “In a second, Bill, I’m coming.” He opened it, 
and heard a voice say, “Quiesco.” 

Seconds later, Ollie collapsed to the ground, gently snoring. 

Xander Langdun smiled, and stepped over the body. “Rest well. I’ Il only 
need a little bit more time before I’m done.” 

Tiffany smiled as she enjoyed the bright mid-morning sun; she didn’t 
know what her uncle was up to. Didn’t really care; what mattered to her 
was that all the boys would be drooling over her new looks very soon and 
that she’d be the envy of everyone back in Malibu. 

A low hum caught her attention, and she watched as a large black van 
pulled up and parked close to her convertible. A door on one side opened, 
and a man and woman stepped out. 

“Excuse me,” the man said, “Tiffany Lance?” 

“Yes, that’s me,” Tiffany answered. “What's up?” 

The man produced a pistol and shot her. Seconds later, slight, sharp 
feeling came from her left arm before she slipped into unconsciousness. 

Agent Knight put away his pistol as he pulled out a cell phone and dialed 
in. “We need a tow truck and a retrieval van at the Indiana Convention 
Center. Accomplice 1s in custody and unconscious, suspect 1s inside.” 

“We’ll have to be careful about finding him,” Dawson noted. “This 
place’ll be packed.” 

“Forgetting the parking garage?” Knight asked. “A spellcaster doesn't 
need to be in the same room as whoever he's casting the spell on; the 
recipient just has to hear him cast it and be seen by the caster.” 

“Then he’s probably in the security office,” Dawson reasoned as the 
requested trucks pulled up. “That’ll make things easier.” 

Langdun quietly watched as his target approached the stage. He was all 


set; cameras were on her, and he could easily switch the speakers to get 
feed from the security office rather than the microphone in the main hall. 
It was perfect. 

He smiled; after so many years, he’d finally be able to finish what he 
was going to do years ago, and remake a woman. 

“T thank you all for coming to support my stand...” Charlene Carter 
began from the stage. “For too long, pornographers have been using the first 
amendment to justify making money off of smut, to line their pockets while 
they’ve been destroying the morality of our country...it's high time...” 

Langdun switched the feed on the speakers within the hall, effectively 
drowning out her speech, and quietly said into the microphone, not taking 
his eyes off his target, 

“Permissum mutatio suscipio.” 

As he watched on the screen, Carter stopped, and seemed to gasp for air 
as the spell began to take effect. 

“Adstringo tergum, minor frons, maior labiae!” 

Barely noticeable on the screen, Carter’s face shifted slightly, the 
drooping cheeks and heavy brow shrinking down as her lips grew larger. She 
was no longer dog-ugly above the neck, but she still had a ways to go. 

“Procerus!” 

Langdun repeated the word twice, and Carter’s body grew taller, her 
clothing becoming notably constrictive. 

“Stabilis lacertosus!” 

Though he couldn't easily see it, he knew that Carter’s muscles were 
firming up, aiding her newly gained facial beauty immensely. She seemed to 
be gasping for air, but small bits of her expression betrayed her enjoyment 
of the procedure. 

“Amplus puga pyga! Prolixus pelvis! Prolixus umerus humerus!” 

Langdun grew excited as he imagined the new changes, aided by the 
cameras; her growing buttocks, widening hips and shoulders. One last 
thing to do... 

“Amplus pectus!” 

Langdun repeated himself once, twice, thrice. He watched with growing 
joy as Carter’s chest, a humble B-cup, grew. As it began to strain her shirt, 
it grew again. As it became tight across her chest, it grew again. Finally, 
the last time, it finished its growth to a large F-cup, tearing itself open and 
bursting her bra in the process. 

He watched as she collapsed on the podium, breathing heavily and 
slipping into unconsciousness, and barely heard as the door behind him 
slid open. 














A second later, a tranquilizer dart found itself embedded in his back and he slumped 
over in his seat, unconscious. 

“Looks like we were too late to stop him,” Dawson noted as she entered. 

“T think the world will forgive us,” Knight added. He quickly said into the microphone, 
“Terminus mutatio.” He then changed feeds on the monitors, giving him overlapping 
views of the hall and said several times, “Quiesco.” 

Dawson watched as those in the hall, some indignantly rising to their feet, collapsed 
to the ground, some on top of one another, and slept. 

“Rook, this is Knight; we have a qualified success. Prep memory teams.” 

“So, what about all those people in that hall?” 

“Their memories, as well as Carter’s, will be altered slightly,” Knight explained to 
Dawson as she was ferried home. “By the end of today, it will be as if she’d always 
looked like that. The same has been done with the other victims; they’ll go on with 
their lives as if nothing happened, probably be better off for it. Langdun and his niece 
will have their memories altered as well but they’ll be released soon enough without 
any harm done.” 

“And no one’s going to know about any of this except you guys,” Dawson noted. 

“And you.” Dawson turned to him as he explained, “Some people are immune to 
magic; can’t be helped or hurt by it. You’re one of “em, based on some blood tests we 
ran. Thus, we can’t alter your memories of all this and you”ll remember everything.” 

“And what do you do with them?” Dawson asked. 

“Two things; ask them to keep quiet, or ask them to join us.” The van stopped, 
and Knight said, “For now, however, we’ll just do the former. This is your stop, 
Sergeant.” 

Dawson got to her feet, and said, “Well, I guess I’Il keep it a secret. Not like anyone 
will believe me.” She was about to disembark before she turned back and said, “You're 
sure about me being immune to magic?” 

“We're certain,” Knight assured her. “Good day, Sergeant.” 

Dawson gave a curt nod, then left the van. The door closed behind her and it drove 
off as she walked up to enter her home. She turned back, and admitted, “It’s a shame; 
something like that could have been a lot of fun.” 


The End 


